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IN  NATURA  DEUS 

I  WORSHIP  God  in  every  place 

Of  wild  and  unconfined  space  : 

Not  in  a  temple  made  of  hands, 

But  out  amid  the  flowering  lands. 

The  azure  heights  of  sun  and  star 

The  dome  of  my  cathedral  are  ; 

And  for  my  feet  are  golden  aisles — 

Wide  meadow  paths  where  summer  smiles ; 

While  every  wind  that  bloweth  free, 

Deep  organ  music  makes  for  me. 

And  there  my  heart  goes  out  to  Him 

Who  sits  above  the  Seraphim  ; 

Who  made  this  world  of  nights  and  days, 

And  set  it  in  such  lovely  ways : 

Who  clothed  the  rose,  and  dressed  the  spring 

With  such  a  perfect  fashioning, 

Who  out  of  nothing  did  create 

The  wonders  of  this  human  state  ; 

And  at  my  making  breathed  in  me 

A  spark  of  Immortality. 


IN  PARADISE 

I  HAVE  had  a  waking  vision  of  a  viewless  place  Elysian, 
Of  a  land  of  April  graces,  set  in  far-off  azure  spaces, 
Bright  with  pure  angelic  faces,  filled  with  all  celestial 

light, 
Of    a  place    beyond   the    golden    clouds  of  sunset, 

unbeholden, 
Known  of  ages  dim,  and  olden,  everlasting,  infinite. 

Ah,  you  cannot  tell  how  still  is  that  cool  garden  white 

with  lilies, 
That  fair  Eden  red  with  roses,  where  the  daylight 

never  closes, 
Where    the    peace  of  God  reposes,  and  the  happy 

dreams  endure, 
Where  the  cloudless   hours    go   slowly,   where    soft 

breezes  whisper  lowly, 
Where  the  eyes  of  Love  are  holy,  and  the  touch  of 

Love  is  pure. 
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IN    PARADISE 

And  sometimes  sweet  sounds  awaken,  from  the  harp 

of  morning  shaken 
By  a  zephyr's  wandering  fingers,  and  the  music  dying, 

lingers, 
And   the  songs  of   far-off  singers  are    like  voices 

heard  in  dreams  ; 
And  the  branches  blossom-laden,  droop  o'er  many  a 

boy  and  maiden 
Wandering  through  the  joys  of  Aidenn  by  the  deep 

eternal  streams. 


I  had  spent  long  years  in  weeping  inward  tears  that 

found  no  sleeping, 
Tears   of   an  unending    sorrow,  hopeless   tears   that 

might  not  borrow 
Joy  of  any  coming  morrow,  peace  of  any  future 

day; 
For  a  shadow  lay  for  ever   on  my  heart   the  years 

could  never 
Lift  for  all  their  long  endeavour,  nor  the  sunlight 

charm  away. 
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IN    PARADISE 

I  was  standing,  sad  and  lonely,  by  her  grave  whose 

face  was  only 
All  I  loved,  and  longed  and  prayed  for,  all  I  hoped 

and  was  afraid  for, 
All  I  smiled,  and  sang  and  played  for,  all  I  wished 

in  earth  or  Heaven, 
And  the  sunset  lay  before  me,  and  its  beauty  clasped 

and  bore  me 
To  the  clouds  that  floated  o'er  me,  stained  with  the 

empurpled  Even. 


And  I  flew  with  easy  motion  over  many  a  glorious 

ocean, 
Crimson,  golden,  purple,  scarlet,  gemmed  with  azure 

islands,  starlit, 
To  a  radiant  shore  afar  lit  by  no  ray  of  moon,  or 

sun, 
Past    the    reach    of    things    diurnal,    to    a   region 

sempiternal, 
Where  the  winds  blow  ever  vernal,  and  delight  is 

never  done. 
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IN    PARADISE 

All   the   beautiful   old  stories,  dreamed  by  Saints  of 

Heaven's  glories, 
Paled  before  that  place  of  roses,  where  the  daylight 

never  closes, 
Where  the  peace  of   God  reposes,  and  the  happy 

dreams  endure, 
Where   the   cloudless    hours   go    slowly,  where    the 

breezes  whisper  lowly, 
Where  the  eyes  of  Love  are  holy,  and  the  touch  of 

Love  is  pure. 


There,  were  dreamy  waters  gliding,  there  were  balmy 

airs  abiding, 
There,  were   deep  retired  bowers    hung  with   bright 

perennial  flowers, 
Clasped  with  everlasting  hours,  dim  with  dreams, 

and  soft  with  sleep, 
And    the    virginal     still    places     seemed     to    wear 

remembered  graces 
Of   long-lost   beloved  faces,  that  the  heart's  tears 

might  not  keep. 


IN    PARADISE 

There,  with  dark  eyes  drooped,  unseeing,   walked  a 

beautiful  bright  being, 
Slow,  with  steps  of  airy  lightness,  clad   in    flowing 

robes  of  whiteness, 
Crowned  with  stars  of  dazzling  brightness,  sweet  of 

sound,  and  pure  of  sight, 
And   I    felt   my  pulses   beating,  at  that   unexpected 

meeting, 
Though  she  spoke  no  word   of   greeting — spotless 

angel  of  the  light. 


It  was  she  whom  God  had  taken  from  my  heart,  who 
had  forsaken 

The    brief   day  of   earthly  pleasure   for   a   place   of 

Heavenly  treasure, 

Where   delight  is  without  measure,  and   the   day- 
spring  never  cloys, 

She  who  but  for  me  had  started,  on  her  journey  eager 

hearted, 

To  the  realms  of  light  departed,  and  the  everlasting 
joys. 


IN    PARADISE 

Though  she  wore  so  strange  a  vesture,  I  had  known 

her  by  the  gesture 
Of  her  hands  so  meekly  folded,  by  her  form  so  rarely 

moulded, 
By  her  hair  that  as  of  old  did  twine  with  curls  about 

her  brows, 
By  her  curved  lips  cut  so  cleanly,  by  her  steps  that 

went  so  queenly, 
By  her  airs  that  breathed  serenely  like  sweet  un- 

forgotten  vows. 


Yet,  methought  she  went  with  sadness,  even  through 

those  ways  of  gladness, 
As  though    restless  thoughts  were   thronging  in  her 

heart,  God's  wisdom  wronging, 
To  the  dear  dead  past  belonging,  and  the  unforgotten 

days, 
As  though  old  desires  were   burning   in    her  veins, 

despairing,  yearning, 
Through   the  cloistered   years  returning,  all  along 

Love's  flowery  ways. 


IN    PARADISE 

Ah !    I   thought,   her   heart  has  cherished  all  those 

happy  hours  that  perished, 
Still  she  sees  in  vanished  places,  visions  of  beloved 

faces, 
Still  she    feels   the   old    embraces,   hears  a  once 

familiar  tone, 
Still  she  in  her  soul  remembers  scarlet  Junes,  and  soft 

Septembers, 
Laughing    Mays,   and    mute    Decembers,   in    the 

world  she  left  so  lone. 


So  she  stood  before  me  seeming  to  be  wholly  lost  in 

dreaming, 
And   she   passed  me  by  unknowing,  with  her  violet 

tresses  blowing, 
Over   neck  and  shoulders  flowing,  like  a  wave  of 

purple  flame, 
And  the  silence  had   been  broken   by  no   word    of 

greeting  spoken, 
For  her  veiled  eyes  gave  no  token — when  I  softly 

breathed  her  name. 
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IN    PARADISE 

Then    she    left   her   dreams  and   saw  me,   and   her 

perfumes  floated  o'er  me, 
And  my  spirit  fell  in  trances,  meeting  her  unveiled 

glances 
Soft  as  summer's  blue  expanses  when   the  azure 

skies  are  deep, 
Eyes    like    waters     darkly   dreaming,    under   lonely 

mountains  gleaming, 
When  the   sunset   lights   are   streaming,   and   the 

winds  are  laid  asleep, 

In   those    pure    and   spotless   pages  read   I   all   the 

countless  ages 
Stretching  past  the  reach  of  sorrow  to  the  day  that 

has  no  morrow, 
To  the  day  that  shall  not  borrow  joy  for  anguish 

to  repay, 
Where  the  darkness  cometh  never,  where  the  years 

cannot  dissever 
Soul  from  soul,  but  stay  for  ever,  and  the  shadows 

flee  away. 


IN    PARADISE 

In  those  depths  of  azure  distance,  dreamed  I  a  divine 

existence, 
Never  ending,  never  dying,  under  fadeless  blossoms 

lying, 

Or  with  clouds  of  glory  flying,  borne  on  Life's  celestial 

wings, 

On  the  breast  of  Love  reclining,  with  her  arms  around 
me  twining, 

And  her  eyes  with  rapture  shining,  full  of  Joy's  un- 
spoken things. 


In  those  eyes  I  saw  no  fearing,  no  regret  and  no  despair- 
ing, 

Only  the  divine  confession  of  a  love  beyond  expression, 
Past  the  thought  of  mere  possession,  touched  with 

Immortality, 
With  the  greater  wisdom   weening   of   God's   inner 

mystic  meaning 

Separating  souls  and  screening  lips  from  love  that 
may  not  be. 
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IN    PARADISE 

And  I  felt  the  mercy  growing  in  me  as  I  stood  there 

knowing 
She  was  safe  from  all  dishonour,  she  had  got  no  stain 

upon  her, 
Only  stars  of  glory  on  her  spotless  brow  and  shining 

hair 
I  who  once  had  striven  to  dash  on  the  sunk  rocks  of 

selfish  passion 
What  God  for  Himself  did  fashion,  so  divinely  sweet 

and  fair. 


And   my  thoughts   grew  sweeter,  stronger,  but   she 

might  not  tarry  longer, 
For  the  breathless  airs  were  bringing  far-off  sounds  of 

angel  singing, 
To  the  strings  of  sweetness  clinging,  touched   by 

white  immortal  hands, 
And  I  saw  sweet  visions  grouping  under  boughs  with 

blossom  drooping, 
Souls  of  everlastings  trooping  through  the  glad  and 

golden  lands. 


IN    PARADISE 

And  their  beauty  paled  and   faded,  and  that  garden 

still  and  shaded, 
And  I  stood  above  the  grasses,  where  a  voiceless  grave, 

alas,  is, 
Where  the  lonely  hour  passes,  and  the  wind  for  ever 

sighs ; 
But  I  looked  no  more  with  weeping  on  that  place  of 

quiet  sleeping, 
For  it  has  her  dust  in  keeping,  but  her  soul  is  in 

the  skies. 

Still  the  sunset  lingered  dying,  in  long  lines  of  glory 

lying, 
Fashioning    enchanted    skylands,    fairy  vales,     and 

starry  highlands, 
Crimson  oceans,  azure  islands,  palaces  with  golden 

bars; 
Slowly  died  that  glorious  sky  light,  fading  to  a  lovely 

shy  light, 
And  her  hair  is  in  the  twilight,  and  her  eyes  are 

in  the  stars. 
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MARE  IGNOTUM 

How  beautiful  she  stands ! 

Her  life  before  her  like  an  unknown  sea, 
Becalmed  and  still,  nor  knoweth  she 

Beyond  her  gaze  what  undiscovered  lands, 
What  happy  islands  be. 

Let  no  rough  winds  arise, 

Nor  angry  billows  breaking  without  cease, 
But  let  the  golden  days  increase, 

And  all  the  deep  be  dreamy  as  her  eyes, 
Hushed  to  a  holy  peace. 
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VETUSTA  QUIES 

WOULD  you  have  me  remember  that  old  dead  love  of 

ours? 

I  have  put  it  by  with  its  garland  of  faded  flowers, 
And  I  seek  it  not  in  the  long- forsaken  bowers. 

I  have  cast  it  off  like  a  garment  that  is  outworn, 
Full  of  the  dust  of  the  years  and  shrunk  and  torn, 
And  I  fling  it  off  as  you  flung  it  with  careless  scorn. 

I  have  eased  my  heart  of  the  grief  that  was  so  vain, 
For  my  tears  have  washed  it  out  with  a  healing  rain, 
And  have  lulled  to  quiet  the  old  dull  throbbing  pain. 

I  have  put  your  face  from  my  heart  far,  far  away, 
And  I  pray  not  to  see  it  now  as  I  used  to  pray, 
And  I  miss  you  not  in  these  autumn  paths  to-day. 

Would  you  have  me  remember  a  thing  no  longer  fair  ? 
How  can  I  think  of  you  now  as  once  you  were, 
With  the  old  spell  gone  from  your  eyes  and  lips  and 
hair  ? 

Nay,  I  look  not  back  on  the  vanished  days  of  yore, 
For  the  past  is  dead,  and  my  path  points  on  before, 
And  the  old  sweet  peace  has  come  to  my  heart  once 
more. 
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A  PASTORAL 

TAKE  my  life  and  make  it  sweet 
With  a  show'r  of  dreamy  days, 
Put  me  in  the  windless  ways 
Where  a  lovely  Naiad  strays 

Noiselessly  with  naked  feet. 

Put  me  in  the  lap  of  June, 
Where  a  breath  of  roses  rare 
Gathers  all  the  golden  air, 
Set  me  in  the  meadows  where 

Rivers  sing  a  summer  tune. 

Lead  me  to  the  lovely  land 
W'here  my  darling  Fancy  dwells, 
She  shall  make  song's  limpid  wells 
Clear  as  golden  honey  cells, 
Through  a  world  of  flower  bells 

We  will  wander,  hand  in  hand. 

Make  my  roof  of  bluest  skies, 
Let  a  dreamy  silence  deep 
All  my  rosy  slumber  keep, 
Love  shall  waken  me  from  sleep, 

With  a  kiss  upon  mine  eyes. 
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HORA  BEATA 

THERE  is  calm  on  the  hills,  for  the  wind  has  grown 

weary  of  crying, 
And  the  storm  clouds  have  left  a  great  rent  of  clear 

sky  in  the  west, 
There  is  peace  in  the  vale,  for  the  last  of  the  daylight 

is  dying, 

And  the  ploughman  is  home  to  his  hearth,  and  the 
bird  to  her  nest. 

And    the   sunset   comes   on    flooding    all    the   clear 

crystalline  spaces, 
With  a  river  that  flowslto  a  sea  without  soundings 

or  shore, 
And  the  whole  sky  is  filled  with  the  light  of  beatified 

faces, 

Happy   souls   of   the   Blest  that   have    left    us,— 
returning  no  more. 


24 


HORA   BEATA 

For  they  float  on  wide  wings  o'er  the  depths  of  that 

ocean  of  glories, 
And   their   garments  are   purple   and   scarlet,  and 

silver,  and  gold, 
And  I   hear  their  sweet  harps   that  they  tune  to  all 

beautiful  stories, — 

Lovely  visions  of   saints,  and  pure  dreams  of  the 
martyrs  of  old. 

They  are  gone  out  with  joy  down  a  path  of  ineffable 

roses, 
And  they  walk  with  the  angels  of   light,  and   the 

virginal  throng, 
Through   the   garden    of   life,  where   the  day   never 

wearies  nor  closes, 

And  the  silence  is  clothed  with  a  rapture  of  music 
and  song. 


THE  MALVERN  HILLS 

HILLS  of  my  heart,  dear  native  hills, 

And  all  ye  meadows,  woods,  and  rills, 

From  whose  fair  scenes  my  mind  hath  caught 

A  tone  of  sweet  poetic  thought ; 

I  would  before  my  voice  is  dumb, 

Ere  yet  the  silent  hour  is  come, 

That  I  in  flowers  of  song  might  dress 

Each  turf  with  everlastingness, 

And  shed  on  every  herb  and  tree 

The  dew  of  immortality. 

For  here,  here  only  have  I  found 
A  charm  that  never  tires,  a  sound 
That  keeps  its  music,  here  have  heard 
The  Incommunicable  Word 
The  soul  doth  to  itself  express 
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THE    MALVERN    HILLS 

When  touched  with  Nature's  loveliness ; 
And  here  have  known  those  deeper  moods 
That  haunt  old  wandering  solitudes, 
Until  their  calm  and  peace  have  grown 
To  be  my  heart's  prevailing  tone. 

And  so  I  want  to  leave  behind 
A  song  stirred  ever  with  the  wind, 
And  golden  with  the  light  that  fills 
Your  airy  heights,  beloved  hills — 
A  thing  of  living  breath  and  bloom 
To  cheer  the  close  and  narrow  room, 
To  fill  the  empty  hands  with  flowers, 
To  fall  on  weary  hearts  in  showers, 
And  lead  them  on  by  summer  streams 
To  higher  thoughts,  and  purer  dreams. 
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A  DREAMER  OF  DREAMS 

I  LOVE  not  the  world,  nor  care  I 

Though  its  fame  and  its  wealth  pass  me  by — 

A  lover  of  meadows  and  streams, 
Of  forest  and  mountain  and  sky, 

A  dreamer  of  dreams. 

Not  for  beauty  of  woman  I  sigh, 
Nor  her  love,  but  at  midnight  I  fly 

To  woods  where  the  wan  moonlight  gleams 
And  list  to  the  nightingale's  cry, 

A  dreamer  of  dreams. 

And  for  hours  and  hours  I  lie 
Gazing  up  at  the  dreamy  blue  sky, 

And  so  quiet  and  peaceful  it  seems, 
That  it  looks  like  Eternity's  eye 

To  a  dreamer  of  dreams. 

I  love  life,  but  I  fear  not  to  die, 
So  they  turn  my  dead  face  to  a  sky 

Of  wild  light,  and  the  sun's  dying  beams ; 
Clasped  with  rest  in  my  grave  I  shall  lie, 

A  dreamer  of  dreams. 


28 


FOR  A  MAIDEN 

ROSES  only  rich  and  red 
On  her  raven  tresses  shed, 
Lilies  pale,  and  pure,  and  sweet, 
Lay  upon  her  virgin  feet, 
Lilies  too  in  silence  fold 
Down  upon  her  bosom  cold. 

So  with  meek  and  clasped  hands 
Let  her  seek  the  shadow  lands, 
Let  her  wander  with  the  dreams 
By  the  melancholy  streams, 
Sweet  about  the  hair  and  breast 
With  the  flowers  that  suit  her  best. 

Let  her  soul  arise  and  go 

Where  the  pale  dream  daisies  blow, 

Virgin  she,  as  pure,  and  sweet, 

As  the  lilies  at  her  feet, 

So  with  meek  and  folded  hands 

Let  her  seek  the  shadow  lands. 


A  FORSAKEN  LAND 

THE  shadow  of  a  ghostly  sky 
Whereunder  lonely  waters  lie, 
The  mystery  of  a  silent  land 
Whose  hills  like  giant  spectres  stand, 
The  grey  waste  of  a  barren  sea, 
Where  only  phantom  sails  may  be. 

Death  reigns  alone,  Life  comes  no  more 
To  this  far-off  forgotten  shore ; 
It  is  of  Silence  old  and  grey, 
Of  ancient  Glories  passed  away, 
Of  faces  dead,  and  perished  springs, 
Of  sorrowful  unquiet  things. 

The  leaf  upon  the  branch  hangs  brown, 
But  never  on  the  earth  falls  down, 
The  sky  is  an  unlovely  shroud 
Of  mist,  and  melancholy  cloud, 
The  rivers  lie  in  stagnant  pools, 
No  dew  the  parched  meadows  cools. 


A    FORSAKEN    LAND 

And  once  these  vales  were  gay  with  flowers, 
And  bright  with  Spring's  unclouded  hours, 
And  once  Love  went  with  flying  feet 
The  face  of  his  delight  to  meet, 
And  happy  voices  whispered  low 
In  paths  that  are  so  silent  now. 

Where  are  those  faces  brave,  and  gay, 
That  met  in  this  deserted  way  ? 
Hidden  beneath  the  bitter  waves, 
Or  mouldering  in  forgotten  graves ; 
Graves  that  lie  level  with  the  sod, 
By  Time's  effacing  footsteps  trod. 

Along  the  fields  wan  shadows  pass, 
Spirits  that  have  no  rest — alas  ! 
And  ever  by  the  stagnant  streams 
Wander  the  pale  unhappy  dreams, 
Or  stand  upon  the  dreary  shore, 
Waiting  and  watching  evermore. 


A  VOICE  IN  THE  NIGHT 

THE  wind  comes  up  from  the  homes  of  lamentation, 
Voicing  the  sorrow  of  all  the  lonely  dead, 

Full  of  an  utter  and  infinite  desolation, 
Weary,  and  restless,  sad,  and  uncomforted. 

Why  hast  thou  come,  oh  wind,  from  the  joyless  places, 
Come  to  my  heart  from  the  darkness  and  the  rain  ? 

Come  with  the  yearning  of  dumb  unhappy  faces, 
Come  with  the  anguish  of  those  who  loved  in  vain  ? 

Have  I  not  tears  and  enough  without  thy  sighing  ? 

All  the  waves  of  the  world  have  gone  over  me. 
Why  hast  thou  come  with  a  sound  of  someone  crying  ? 

Sorrow  is  mine,  and  sorrow  is  yet  to  be. 

Is  it  only  thy  voice  in  the  darkness,  only 

Thy  tears  that  beat  on  my  window  more  and  more  ? 

For  the  night  is  dark,  and  a  little  grave  lies  lonely 
In  the  old  churchyard  beside  the  wailing  shore. 


AT  EVENTIDE 

ASLEEP,  the  very  silence  is  asleep, 
The  windy  poplar  has  left  off  to  nod, 
And  noiseless  past  yon  drooping  osier  rod 

With  dreaming  tide  the  shadowed  waters  creep 

The  woods  a  grave  majestic  silence  keep, 
No  insect  hums  athwart  the  emblazoned  sod, 
No  wild  bird  sings,  almost  it  seems  that  God 

Looked  on  the  world,  the  silence  is  so  deep. 

Perchance  He  looks  with  lonely  eyes,  and  sad, 
Upon  the  earth  He  made  so  wondrous  fair, 

To  think  that  all  it  grows  of  base  or  bad 
Was  by  the  hand  of  man  implanted  there, — 

By  him  whom  He  hath  in  His  image  clad, 
And  destined  for  His  own  celestial  sphere. 
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A  WISH 

I  WOULD  that  the  world  were  millions  of  miles  away 
From  us  as  we  sit  by  a  waveless  sea  to-day, 
Where  light  winds  sleep  like  children  tired  of  play. 

For  the  world  will    fall   at  your  feet,  ere  you   have 

smiled 

In  its  weary  face,  a  flower,  a  rose  run  wild, 
And  you  know  not  the  world,  and  you  know  not  your 

beauty,  child ! 

Some  day  you  will  tire  of  this  wide  waveless  sea, 
Of  fairyland,  of  a  dream,  of  love,  of  me, 
Some  day  in  the  definite  doubtless  days  to  be. 

I  would  find  a  region  beyond  the  dreams  and  dew, 
A  planet  swung  in  a  soundless  depth  of  blue, 
An  island  lost  in  a  strange  sad  sea  for  you, 


34 


A   WISH 

I  would  build  a  home  in  a  place  of  ancient  dreams, 
Near  the  Dryad  woods,  and  the  naiad-haunted  streams, 
Where  silence  of  all  sweet  things  the  sweetest  seems. 

How  sweet  on  flowers  of  a  rarer  hue  to  lie, 
Gazing  through  dreamy  eyes  on  a  dreamy  sky, 
With  the  song  of  the  sea  on  low  winds  wafted  by  ; 

To  be  lord  and  lady  of  some  tenantless  shore, 
With  the  world  behind  us,  Eternity  stretched  before, 
To  be  boy  and  maiden  for  ever  evermore. 

Ah  !  in  the  days  of  awaking  I  shall  say 

I  dreamed  a  dream  of  delight  one  summer's  day, 

A  dream  that  the  world  can  never  take  away. 
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TO  A  DAFFODIL 

DAFFODIL  ! 
That  with  golden  face 

Givest  me  Spring's  greeting  ! 

Life  has  nothing,  Sweeting, 
Half  so  full  of  grace ; 
Even  Love's  embrace 

Sets  no  pulse  a-beating 

As  this  golden  meeting 
In  a  golden  place : 
Daffodil ! 
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A  NOCTURNE 

RESTLESS  I  turned  on  my  bed,  in  a  fever  twixt  waking 

and  dreaming, 
Sudden  I  rose  and  went  out  through  the  paths  of 

the  desolate  night ; 
Dark  was  the  face  of  the  sky,  and  only  the  pale  stars 

were  gleaming, 

Swift  went  I  as  in  a  dream  to  a  place  of  remembered 
delight. 

How  did  I  know  you  would  come  from  your  holy  and 

haunted  reposes, 
Through  the  deep  meadows  of  dew,  o'er  the  sighing 

and  sorrowful  streams  ? 
How  did  I  know  you  would  come  with  your  passionate 

perilous  roses, 

Flitting  alone  through  the  night  with  the  fugitive 
beauty  of  dreams  ? 
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A   NOCTURNE 

It  was  my  voice  that  you  heard  calling  out  through 

the  infinite  spaces, 
It  was  your  step  that  I  knew  as  you  woke  from  your 

dreams  and  arose ; 
It  was  the  pain  at  our  hearts  brought  our  feet  to  the 

beautiful  places ; 
And  it's  only  the  stars  that  saw,  and  'tis  only  the  wind 

that  knows. 


YOUR  LIPS  BREATHE  ROSES 

YOUR  lips  breathe  roses, 
And  your  bosom  balm, 
But  calm — too  calm 
Are  your  heart's  reposes, 
While  I  drink  your  roses, 
And  breathe  your  balm. 

Your  hair  drops  lilies, 
Pale,  pure,  and  sweet, 
But  your  heart's  faint  beat 
Too  calm,  too  still  is, 
While  your  hair  drops  lilies, 
And  my  thoughts  turn  sweet. 

Your  eyes  are  thronging 

My  soul  with  dreams, 

But  vain  it  seems 
Is  my  heart's  wild  longing, 
Though  your  eyes  are  thronging 

My  soul  with  dreams. 
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YOUR   LIPS   BREATHE   ROSES 

And  the  moon's  pale  glory 
Is  around  you  shed, 
But  I  leave  unsaid 
All  my  heart's  fond  story, 
And  the  night's  pale  glory 
Looks  cold,  and  dead. 
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ELYSIUM 

WHAT  happy  voyagers  are  these 
Come  over  vast  untravelled  seas  ? 
Lo !  they  have  come  from  very  far, 
Where  violent  winds  and  breakers  are, 
Through  nights  of  viewless  stars  and  rain, 
And  dreary  mornings  risen  in  vain, 
Out  from  the  veil  of  night  and  day, 
And  voids  of  darkness  far  away, 
Past  vacant  worlds  of  airless  space, 
And  many  a  dead  volcanic  place. 

But  now  they  lie  in  leafy  vales 
Where  vernal  winds  breathe  balm,  nor  fails 
Of  dreams  the  long  voluptuous  hour, 
And  there  is  many  a  vaulted  bower, 
Of  verdurous  boughs,  that  low  incline 
With  clusters  of  the  burdened  vine, 
And  many  a  velvet-paved  lawn 
Within  the  violet  shade  withdrawn 
With  lovely  flowers  of  various  hue 
Distilling  drops  of  virgin  dew. 


ELYSIUM 

No  vampire  swarm  of  cares  intrudes 

Upon  these  vestal  solitudes  ; 

They  mourn  no  lost  world's  vanished  beams 

Who  in  this  valley  dream  their  dreams, 

For  here  unvexed  with  hopes  and  fears, 

They  lie  beyond  the  vandal  years, 

And  with  sweet  inward  voices  dress 

The  invulnerable  quietness, 

While  through  dream  vistas  trooping  slow 

The  soft-eyed  visions  come  and  go. 

I   have  drunk  deep  of  wine  since  you  darkened  my 

soul, 
I    have  drunk  deep  of    love  since    your  lips  were 

denied, 

But  the  thought  of  your  kisses  has  poisoned  the  bowl, 
And  your  face  has  appeared  like  a  ghost  at  my  side. 


"FIONA  MACLEOD" 

MYSTIC,  and    dreamer   of   dreams,  oh    Thou   of   the 

beautiful  vision, 
Hushed  is  thy  voice,  and  thy  feet  are  gone  out  to  the 

shadowy  ways  : 
Whither — to  twilights  forlorn,  or  to  fortunate  islands 

Elysian  ? — 

Whither    we    know   not,  but   weep,   thinking    the 
desolate  days : — 

Days  that  shall  find  Thee  no  more  in  the  bright  and 

the  bountiful  places, 
Never  again  shalt  Thou  come  to  the  valleys,  and 

forests,  and  streams ; 
One  with  the  shadows  art  Thou,  and  a  face  of  the 

fugitive  faces, 

Gone  from  the  ways  of  the  world,  passed  through 
the  gateway  of  dreams. 
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Yet  it  may  be  when  the  wind  is  an  infinite  sigh  in  the 

grasses, 
When  the  wave  moans  on  the  shore,  and  the  twilight 

is  ghostly  and  still, 
Thine  shall  the  step  be  that  comes  without  sound, 

without  echo  that  passes, 

Thine  the  sweet  silence  that  sleeps  ever  on  moorland 
and  hill. 

And  it  may  be  though  thy  form  is  a  thing  that  is  softer 

than  shadow, 
Thou  shalt  be  heard  in  the  song  of  the  bees,  and  the 

birds,  and  the  streams, 
Breath  of  the  wind  in  the  trees,  and  a  gleam  of  the 

light  on  the  meadow, 

One  of  the  spirits  that  come  back  from  the  valley  of 
dreams. 
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SOUL  ECSTASY 

THERE'S  a  rapture  come  into   my  being,  a  glory  of 

sound  and  of  sight, 
And  my  soul  is  aflash,  and  aflame,  with  a  strange 

and  a  subtle  delight, 
That  is  born  of  the  music  of  morning,  the  grace  and 

the  glamour  of  night. 

That  is  made  of  the  height  of  the  heavens,  of  the 

depth  and  the  breadth  of  the  sea, 
Of  the  moonlight,  and  starlight,  and  sunlight,  of  the 

song  of  the  bird  and  the  bee, 
And  the  infinite  ways  of  the  wind  are  the  paths  that 

are  trodden  by  me. 

And  my  soul  is  a  seed  that  is  sown  in  a  bright  and  a 

beautiful  place, 
In  a  depth  of  pure  light,  and  wide  air,  in  a  garden  of 

glory  and  grace, 
That  is  clothed  with  the  beauty  of  dreams,  and  hung 

in  an  infinite  space. 
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SOUL   ECSTASY 

And  the  world  goeth  on  to  its  end,  to  the  dreary  and 

desolate  day, 
And  the  sun  shall  go  out  in  the  dark,  and  the  moon 

and  the  stars  pass  away, 
But  I  am  for  always  and  ever,  and  my  gladness  for 

ever  and  aye. 

Only  one  grace, 

One  form  divine, 
Only  one  face — 

Thine. 

One  moon  above, 
One  sun  to  shine, 

Only  one  love — 
Mine. 


THE  RICHES  OF  NATURE 

I  AM  not  rich  with  this  world's  gold, 
Nor  lands  of  wide  possession  hold, 
But  I  have  treasure  more  divine 
Than  all  the  gems  that  brightest  shine, 
For  in  my  spirit  I  possess 
The  whole  of  Nature's  loveliness, 
And  do  by  virtue  of  my  sight 
Enjoy  in  her  prescriptive  right, 
Vouchsafed  by  Him  who  gave  to  me 
The  ears  to  hear,  the  eyes  to  see. 

The  gentle  breezes  wrap  me  round 
With  lullabies  of  summer  sound, 
And  in  my  happy  soul  I  wear 
The  beauty  of  the  morning  air, 
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THE   RICHES   OF   NATURE 

The  freshness  of  the  fields,  the  grace 
Of  many  a  green  and  leafy  place, 
The  slumber  of  the  golden  noon, 
The  silences  of  stars,  and  moon, 
The  glory  that  is  in  a  sky 
That  stretches  to  Infinity. 

So,  in  my  soul  I  have  such  health 

As  comes  of  lovely  thoughts,  such  wealth 

As  sweet  contentment  gives,  such  store 

Of  freedom,  angels  have  no  more, 

For  in  the  purity  of  flowers 

I  see  the  everlasting  hours, 

And  in  the  sunset's  living  gold 

What  far  surpasses  wealth  behold, 

And  past  the  golden  clouds  espy 

The  mansions  of  Eternity. 


ILLUSION 

1  HAVE  heard  the  wail  of  the  wind  come  out  of  the 

lonely  places, 
And  my  heart  is  a  wild  sad   harp,  that  wakes   to 

its  voice  and  cries  ; 
I  have  drunk  of  the  wine  of  dreams,  of  the  wonder 

of  strange  still  faces, 

And    a   fever  is   in    my  blood,  and    a  spell    upon 
mine  eyes. 

And  I  look  no  more  with  joy  on  the  fairest  of  Earth's 

fair  daughters, 
And    I    take    delight   no   more   in    the   beauty   of 

mortal  things, 
For    my   steps   are   through    far-off     fields,    by   the 

shores  of  enchanted  waters, 

Where  a  wandering  music  dies,  and   the  voice  of 
Illusion  sings. 
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INSULA  BEATA 

HERE  where  the  languid  roses  sleep 
Balm-laden  winds  breathe  low,  and  deep 
Blue  waters  wall  the  silence  in. 
And  like  to  fine  gold  beaten  thin 
Is  the  arched  vault  of  the  idle  sky, 
And  there  is  nought  to  tell  time  by, 
For  time  is  not,  nor  day,  nor  night, 
But  a  most  mysterious  light 
That  is  not  of  the  moon  nor  sun, 
But  of  Eternity  begun. 

Here  quietness  hath  fallen  on  those 
Who  lie  beneath  the  unfading  rose. 
For  them  the  twilight  of  regret 
And  the  long  night  of  tears  have  set. 
The  cheerless  morn  no  more  shall  rise 
To  waken  their  light- wearied  eyes, 
They  are  with  happy  dreams  and  sweet, 
Covered  with  rest  from  head  to  feet, 
While  breathless  airs  are  wafted  o'er, 
And  low  waves  lap  the  tideless  shore. 


SIC  REQUIESCAM 

TAKE  me,  and  put  me  when  I  die 
On  some  lone  hill,  with  all  the  sky 

Above  my  grave,  oh  let  me  be 

On  heights  where  every  wind  comes  free, 
And  no  one  sleeps — but  only  I. 

I  would  not  have  my  grave  dug  deep, 
But  plant  a  wild  red  rose  to  heap 
Its  dying  petals  on  my  tomb, 
Ah,  in  that  little  darkened  room 
Their  scent  would  haunt  me  in  my  sleep. 

I  want  to  have  the  wide  blue  space 
Of  Heaven  above  my  resting-place  ; 

I  want  the  dews,  and  dreams,  and  flowers 

Around  my  everlasting  hours, 
And  just  a  green  turf  on  my  face. 


AT  SUNRISE 

I  AM  sweet  with  the  lips  of  summer,  and  glad  with  a 

golden  glee, 
For  the  sunlight  has  flooded  my  spirit,  and  the  winds 

have  set  it  free, 
As  I  walk  through  the  long  deep  meadows  with  the 

great  skies  over  me, 

I  am  drunk  with  the  breath  of  morning,  and  its  dews 

are  at  my  feet, 
In  the  depths  of  the  azure  spaces  my  soul  and  the 

skylark  meet, 
Far  away  at  the  gates  of  Heaven  the  wings  of  my 

being  beat. 

The  air  is  an  attar  of  roses,  and  the  warm  winds  wrap 
me  round 

With  a  pulsing  passion  of  perfume,  I  float  between 
sky  and  ground, 

And  my  ways  are  the  ways  of  silence,  and  the  path- 
ways of  no  sound. 


AT  SUNRISE 

I  could  drown  in  yon  sea  of  ether,  and  float  on  its  tide 

away 
To  a  region  beyond  the  darkness,  and  a  light  beyond 

the  day, 
Where  the  summer  has  no  forgetting,  and  the  rose 

knows  no  decay. 

Oh  sweet  were  the  slumbers  that  bound  me,  and 

sweet  were  the  dreams  that  bore 
My  soul  on  the  bosom  of  silence,  away  to  that  radiant 

shore 
Where  Love  is  for  ever  and  ever,  and  Freedom  for 

evermore. 
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O  UTINAM! 

I  WOULD   that  my  youth  might  blossom  once  more, 

that  I 

Could  put  the  worn-out  husk  of  this  body  by, 
And  take  new  growth  as  a  flower  when  warm  winds 

sigh. 

I  would  the  dust  of  this  world  might  be  washed  away 
From  a  face  grown  old,  and  a  heart  gone  sad  and  grey, 
With  the  gracious  rain  of  a  glad  green  April  day. 

For  the  wide  blue  skies  and  the  tender  airs  of  spring 
Are  only  for  youth,  and  the  sweet  green  growing  thing 
For  the  eyes  of  joy,  and  the  hearts  that  laugh  and  sing. 

As  one  in  a  dream  my  yearning  spirit  hears 

The  voice  that  was  mine,  when  love  rang  through  the 

spheres, 
Oh  the  departed  days,  and  the  vanished  years ! 
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O    UTINAM  ! 

I  would  plant  my  heart  in  a  plot  of  fruitful  ground, 
Fed  upon  light,  and  the  south  wind's  dreamy  sound, 
While  the  days  grow  long,  and  the  golden  hours  come 
round. 

I  would  feel  a  new  life  throbbing  again  in  me, 

A  strong  sweet  pulse  like  the  sap  of  a  quickening  tree, 

With  promise  of  many  a  virgin  bud  to  be. 

For  a  new  world  wakes,  and  the  old  dear  dreams  arise, 
I  would  shake  the  winter  of  years  from  off  my  eyes, 
And  wander  back  to  the  garden  of  Paradise. 
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FORSAKEN 

IT  lies  beneath  the  crumbling  wall — 

A  nameless  grave,  and  rudely  made, 
And  here  the  grass  grows  rank  and  tall, 
And  here  but  ruined  sunbeams  fall, 
For  all  is  wilderness  and  shade. 

She  had  so  much  of  love  and  light 

In  her  brief  life,  so  much  of  song, 
But  here  she  lies  forsaken  quite, 
With  naught  around  her  gay,  or  bright, 
And,  oh,  the  days  and  nights  are  long. 

Of  all  who  loved  her  there  was  none 

To  give  a  thought  how  she  might  rest, 
To  crave  a  space  out  in  the  sun, 
Or  plant  a  flower — the  poorest  one — 
For  her  who  loved  the  flowers  best. 


SUMMER 

HERE  Summer  falls  around  me  deep, 
In  cool  green  shades  of  softest  sleep  ; 
The  sweet  airs  faint  away,  and  swoon 
In  the  warm  clasp  of  the  glowing  noon ; 
And  all  is  silence — not  a  sound 
To  the  horizon's  azure  bound. 
And  so  the  perfumed  hours  pass, 
While  Time  turns  down  a  golden  glass, 
Whence  the  enchanted  moments  run 
In  colours  woven  of  the  sun. 

My  feet  lie  bare  in  the  languid  stream, 
Where  the  great  lilies  dream,  and  dream, 
And  for  my  head  a  pleasant  shade 
Of  overarching  boughs  is  made. 
The  weary  world  is  far  away, 
Almost,  it  seems,  another  day 
Upon  this  Paradise  looks  down 
Then  on  the  parched  unlovely  town, 
Surely  the  world  was  years  ago, 
And  hours  immortal  round  me  flow. 
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THE   DAWN  OF  LOVE 

LOVE  has  come  to  me  on  the  golden  wings  of  morning, 
Coming  as  the  day  comes,  with  roses  in  her  hair  ; 

With  her  lovely  looks  all  the  dewy  fields  adorning, 
Diademed  of  sunlight,  and  garmented  with  air. 

Very  fair  is  she — could  I  tell  how  fair  her  face  is, 
I  could  tell  the  wonders  of  night,  and  dawn,  and  day, 

The  mystery  of  dreams,  and  the  spell  of  lonely  places, 
All  the  grace  of  April,  and  all  the  scent  of  May. 

Love  has  come  to  me,  and  the  earth  is  clothed  with 
glory, 

Singing  in  the  valley,  and  sunrise  on  the  hill, 
Oh  !  the  pulse  of  Life,  and  the  old  sweet  human  story, 

Come  with  airs  of  Eden,  and  pure  and  perfect  still. 


SUNSET 

'Tis  the  lone  hour  of  twilight,  the  time  I  have  always 

loved  best, 
And  I  stand  on  the  hills,  looking  out  and  away  to  the 

west, 
While  the  darkness  comes  on,  and  the  sun  goeth 

down  to  his  rest. 

To  the  fields  of  blue  air,  to   the  regions  of    infinite 

space, 
Conies  a  torrent  of  flame,  that  spreads  ever  and 

ever  apace, 
With  a  rapture   of   colour,  a   motion   of   rhythmical 

grace. 

In   the  midst  of   that  ocean  what   beautiful   islands 

arise  ! 
Azure  spaces  afloat  in  the  depths  of  the  roseate 

skies, 
Going  out  to  the  dream,  where  the  light  never  darkens 

nor  dies. 


SUNSET 

And  they  move  on   enthralled,   as  with   music   and 

singing  afar, 
In  a  tide  of  deep  sleep,  down  the  paths  of  the  sun 

and  the  star, 
To  the  haven  of  rest,  where  the  homes  of  the 

Beautiful  are. 

And  my  eyes  fill  with  tears,  and  the  longing  ariseth 

in  me 
To  be  borne  like  a  bird  o'er  the  breadth  of  that  infinite 

sea, 
To  the  gateways  of  Heaven,  where  all  the  Ineffable 

be. 
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DESIDERIUM 

I  HAVE  been  out  in   the  night,  for   mine  eyes   have 

long  done  with  sleeping, 
To   the  lonely  woods   I  went,  to   the   loved  ways 

once  again, 
And  the  stars  were  lost  in  the  dark,  and  the  bitter 

skies  were  weeping, 

And  my  feet   are  deep  with  mire,  and   my  hair  is 
drenched  with  rain. 

For  the  wind   arose  as    I  went,   and    stood   in   my 

pathway  crying, 
And  my  heart  gave  back  its  pain,  and  my  tears 

mixed  with  its  tears, 
And  my  thoughts  were  as  dead,  dead  leaves  on  its 

stormy  bosom  dying, 

My  thoughts  that  were  roses   once  in  the  happy 
silent  years. 
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DESIDERIUM 

Ah  !  once  I  roamed  through  the  woods  in  the  depths  of 

a  glad  green  summer, 
And  my  feet  were  set  towards  Heaven,  and  my  soul 

went  on  before  ; 
But  I  have  been  out  in  the  night,  and  the  wind  was 

the  only  comer — 

The  wind  that  wails  in  my  heart,  and  crieth  for 
evermore. 
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TIME  WAS 

TIME  was,  while  yet  I  dwelt  with  youth, 
I  walked  the  golden  ways  of  Truth; 
And  with  vain  yearning  strove  to  pierce 
The  secrets  of  the  universe ; 
The  marvels  of  this  human  frame — 
Whither  I  go,  and  whence  I  came. 
But  still  through  all  my  questioning, 
I  kept  my  soul  a  lovely  thing, 
Nor  let  one  sinful  thought  distress 
The  beauty  of  its  holiness. 

Time  was,  but  now  my  spirit  wears 

The  earth-stained  garment  of  the  years. 

In  vain  I  seek  the  paths  I  trod, 

With  white  thoughts  mounting  up  to  God. 

My  wandering  dreams  no  more  will  fly 

On  wings  of  Immortality, 

And  yet,  maybe,  though  light  is  gone 

From  the  drear  path  I  journey  on, 

A  living  spark  struck  from  my  soul, 

Shall  make  God's  purpose  clear  and  whole. 
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EVENING  AND  NIGHT 

THE  air  is  very  still, 
On  yonder  wooded  hill 
The  old  day  slowly  dies 
In  Paradise. 

What  colours  manifold ! 
Red  molten  with  the  gold. 
Islands  of  amethyst, 
In  lakes  of  azure  mist. 

The  hour  whispers  peace, 
The  tired  reapers  cease, 
And  rudely  sweet  and  strong 
Rises  the  harvest  song. 

The  evening  star  above 
Kindles  her  lamp  of  love, 
And  lends  her  light  to  bless 
Their  song  of  thankfulness. 
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EVENING  AND   NIGHT 

And  from  the  utmost  rim 
Of  the  horizon  dim, 
The  harvest  moon  comes  sweet 
Over  the  sheaved  wheat ; 

Her  chaste  and  holy  light, 
The  stilly  hush  of  night, 
The  incense  in  the  air, 
Proclaims  God's  presence  here. 

Still  is  the  starry  east, 
Sleeps  every  bird  and  beast, 
Still  is  the  faded  west, 
Rest,  gleaner,  rest. 


AT  THE  FALL  OF  THE  LEAF 

THE  wind  comes  crying 

In  monotone, 
From  woods  fast  dying, 

And  fields  left  lone, 
With  a  spirit  sighing 

Like  my  own. 

The  clouds  are  crawling 

Slow,  slow  like  pain, 
And  like  tears  falling 

I  feel  the  rain, 
With  a  sob  recalling 

Old  dreams  again. 

But  all  that  mattered 

Is  done  and  said, 
The  bowl  is  shattered, 

Its  roses  dead, 
Like  the  loose  leaves  scattered 

About  my  head. 
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THE  PASSING  OF  SUMMER 

HEBE  summer  sleeps,  how  soft  her  sleep 
With  roses,  roses  cradled  deep, 
And  over  her  dream-clouded  eyes 
The  crimson  curtain  of  the  skies. 
The  day  hath  caught  a  breathless  grace 
From  the  still  beauty  of  her  face, 
And  for  a  moment's  space  she  seems 
To  smile  through  all  her  happy  dreams, 
As  though  some  voice  she  loved  to  hear, 
Had  breathed  its  music  in  her  ear. 

Around  her  weep  the  homeless  hours, 
And  the  pure  souls  of  perished  flowers 
Rise  on  the  air,  and  bathe  her  feet 
With  mystic  odours  faint,  and  sweet. 
But  she  is  with  undying  things, 
And  in  her  breathless  bosom  springs 
The  tender  pulse  of  Junes  to  be, 
Still  in  their  stainless  infancy, 
As  in  my  soiled  and  sinful  dust 
There  springs  a  purer  life,  I  trust. 


UNREST 

As  soon  as  the  first  light  dawns,  when  the  little  stars 

are  shrinking 
Before  the  sun's  fierce  rays,  I  leave  my  thoughts 

and  go 
To  my  round  of  daily  toil,  where  there  is  no  time  for 

thinking, 

To  the  o'ercrowded  streets,  their  ceaseless  ebb  and 
flow. 

But  at  last,  when  I   sit  alone,  and  my  late  lamp  is 

dying, 

In  the  ghostly  silence,  in  the  long  and  lonely  night, 
Oh  then  they  come  back,  my  thoughts,  to  my  widowed 

bosom  flying 
Like  the  birds  of  darkness  that  are  afraid  of  light. 
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UNREST 

And  after,  when  the  lamp  is  out,  and  to  rest  I  would 

retire, 

When  my  eyes  are  weary,  and  my  hot  temples  ache, 
Oh  then  I  am  face  to  face  with  the  ghost  of  an  old 

desire, 
And  sleep  goes  from  me,  and  I  burn  and  lie  awake. 


And  I  rise  from  my  bed  and  go,  where  my  wild  thoughts 

are  calling — 

Out  to  the  naked  night,  and  the  unhappy  dreams, 
To  the  far  forsaken  fields,  where  the  drenching  dews 

are  falling, 
To  the  deserted  woods,  and  melancholy  streams. 


And  oft  I  pause,  and  listen  in  the  old  beloved  places, 
If  so  a  voice  should  sound  there,  a  light  footstep 

stray, 
If  so  a  face  should  blossom  through  the  black  and 

blinded  spaces, 
Or  a  breath  of  roses  come  up  the  hidden  way. 


UNREST 

And  I  lie  down  and  -wait  there,  with  my  face  in  the 

wet  grasses 
In  the  deep  pathways,  where  the  arching  branches 

meet, 
And  the  soft  wind  blows  over  me  with  perfume  as  it 

passes, 
As  from  enchanted  isles,  and  fairy  gardens  sweet. 

And  the  dead  days  rise  up  from  their  graves  in  the 

lonely  meadows, 
And  wreathe  their  cold  arms  round  me,  whispering 

soft  and  low 
Of  the  lightest  of    all    footfalls,  the  sweetest  of   all 

shadows, 
That  once  along  these  paths,  with  music  used  to  go. 

And  the  pale  stars  look  down  in  their  mild  and  saintly 

fashion, 

The  chill  stars  all  forgetful  in  far  seraphic  heights, 
How  once  these  grasses  tingled  with  a  throb  of  human 

passion, 

In  the  long  breathless  noons,  and  still,  enchanted 
nights. 


UNREST 

And  the  shallow  brook  sings  on,  with  a  sound  of  far-off 

voices, 

Echoing  the  music  of  accents  that  are  flown, 
'And  my  heart  beats,  and  my  pulse  throbs,  and  every 

nerve  rejoices, 
Thinking  I  hear  once  more  an  unforgotten  tone. 

And  the  pale  roses,  the  pink  roses,  the  beautiful  wild 
,        roses, 
They  are  breathing   kisses,  with   every  wind   that 

blows, 
Crushed  to  a  mouth  of  crimson,  or  drugged  with  the 

white  reposes 
Of  a  fragrant  bosom,  its  pure  and  pulsing  snows. 

And  I  rise  from  the  wet  grass,  with  a  heart  grown  sad 

and  weary, 
And  never  ,the  silence  wakes,  and  never  a  footstep 

falls, 
And  I  roam  the  ghostly  woods,  where  the  darkness  is 

more  dreary — 

The    dream-haunted  woods,   where    the   voice    of 
memory  calls. 


UNREST 


And  the  bracken  sweeps  my  face,  and  I  breathe  faint 

hidden  flowers, 

That  blossom  above  me,  or  sweeten  at  my  feet, 
Those  things  of  Summer's  golden  prime  that  decked 

love's  leafy  bowers — 

The    foxglove,  and  wild    thyme,  and    honeysuckle 
sweet. 

And  I  come  to  lonely  banks,  where  the  dewy  glow- 
worm glistens, 

Lighting  her  lamp  of  joy  for  love  that  hides  by  day, 
So  dark  it  is,  so  still  it  is,  the  very  silence  listens ; 
Oh  that  one  were  coming   through   meadows   far 
away! 

That  a  sweet  air  might  touch  me  from  her  loosened 

tresses  straying, 

The  moon  shine  above  me,  lighting  the  path  below 
For  her  white  feet,  and  angel  form  to  every  zephyr 

swaying, 

Like  the  graceful  grasses,  when  winds  of  summer 
blow. 
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And   I   stretch  out  yearning  hands,   to    the  empty 

silence  crying, 

So  I  called  her  once,  and  a  sweetest  answer  came, 
But  only    an  echo  wakes,  from    the  startled  hills 

replying, 
Giving  back  my  voice,  and  the  music  of  her  name. 

And  the  darkness  grows  more   deep,  and  the  years 

come  round  about  me, 
The  grey  widowed  years,  oh  the  long  and  lonely 

years, 
And  I  know  a  joy  has  gone   from  within   me   and 

without  me, 
A  joy  that  no  one  sees,  a  joy  that  no  one  hears. 

Just  the  joy  of  merely  breathing,  the  ecstasy  of  living, 
When  April  breathes  her  balm,  and  the  fair  blossoms 

burst, 
Just  that  white  grace  of  soul  that  each  has  only  once  for 

giving, 

When  the  heart  loves  purely,  and  when  the  heart 
loves  first. 
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Just  a  love  of  all  things  lovely,  a  joy  in  all  things 
human — 

The  magic  of  the  fields,  the  glamour  of  the  street, 
Just  a  thought  that  lies  adream  on  the  purity  of  woman, 

Breathing  of  roses,  and  of  lilies  pure  and  sweet. 

For  always,  and  ever  now,  to  the  heart's  long  last 

reposes, 

I  shall  have  the  echo  of  a  gladness  that  has  been, 
A  weariness  of  summer,  and  a  bitterness  of  roses, 
A  thought  that  falls  a-crying,  when  the  world  is 
green. 

Though  I  leave  these  haunts  and  flee  to  the  world's 

remotest  places, 
Or  take  night's  crowded  paths  and  walk  no  more 

alone, 
Is  there  any  spot  on  earth  that  is  free  from  Memory's 

faces, 

Or  any  wandering  thought  she  does  not  make  her 
own? 
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And  I  go  in  from  the  night,  and  at  last  1  find  that 

slumber 
That  even  the  burning   brain   and  yearning  pulse 

must  know, 
With  its  waking   sense  of   loss,  and    the  same  dull 

weary  number 
Of  joyless  hours  to  come,  and  empty  hours  to  go. 


For  the  past  lies  far  away  like  a  Paradise  forbidden, 
Woven  of  starry  nights,  and  golden  summer  days, 

And  the  lips  of  love  are  dumb,  and  the  eyes  of  joy 

are  hidden, 
And  ghosts  flit  to  and  fro,  along  the  silent  ways. 

I  have  drunk  the  wine  of  roses,  and  eaten  of  the  honey 

Of  dreams,  and  all  the  world  tastes  bitterly  to  me, 
And  I  lay  my  parched  mouth  to  the  cold  dead  lips  of 

money, 

And  choose  the  busy  days  where  no  wild  thoughts 
may  be. 
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UNREST 

In  my  room  above  the  street,  with  its  dust,  and  din, 

and  riot, 
I  lose  my  dreams  awhile,  the  thoughts  that  leap 

and  yearn, 
But  the  long,  long  night  comes  on  with  its  hours  of 

ghostly  quiet, 

And  with   the    silent    stars,  my  weeping  thoughts 
return. 

And  I  sit  down  with  my  heart,  and  I  take  out  the  live 

passion, 

With  its  lips  of  fragrance,  its  tresses  of  pure  gold, 
Night  after  night  I  wander  in  the  same  sweet  bitter 

fashion, 
In  the  forsaken  fields,  with  the  dead  dreams  of  old. 


OH,  TO  BE  DEAD 

OH,  to  be  dead  ! 
Dead  with  Thee,  dying 
In  thine  embrace, 
Face  turned  to  face. 

Safe  from  disgrace 
Then,  no  more  crying, 

Heaven  instead ; 
In  thine  embrace, 
Face  turned  to  face 
For  ever  lying. 
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THOUGHTS  IN  A  CATHEDRAL 


I  OFTEN  come  to  sit  alone, 

What  time  the  solemn  twilight  falls, 
Beneath  this  pile  of  ancient  stone, 

Between  cathedral  walls. 

When  far-off,  dying  sunsets  stain 
Stained  windows  to  a  richer  hue, 

And  striking  on  some  golden  pane, 
Let  living  glory  through. 

For  then  my  thoughts  grow  pure,  and  deep, 
And  there  within  that  temple  vast, 

Imagination  wakes  from  sleep 
An  immemorial  past. 


THOUGHTS   IN   A  CATHEDRAL 

I  think  how  this  enhallowed  place 

In  far-off  ages,  long  ago, 
Was  once  a  wild,  and  open  space, 

Where  sweetest  flowers  did  blow. 

I  think  how  slowly,  one  by  one, 
With  what  a  wealth  of  loving  care, 

These  stones  were  laid  athwart  the  sun, 
And  filled  with  sacred  air. 

I  think  how  many  moons  have  shone 
Upon  these  towers  old  and  grey. 

What  centuries  have  come  and  gone 
Along  this  cloistered  way. 

And  more  my  thoughts  do  dwell  on  those — 
What  rarer  breed  of  men  they  were — 

At  whose  inspired  bidding  rose 
This  sanctuary  of  prayer. 

Who  from  the  low,  and  humble  sod, 
Upreared  this  temple's  noble  plan, 

A  precious  gift  from  man  to  God 
For  what  God  gave  to  man. 
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THOUGHTS   IN   A   CATHEDRAL 

Their  work  abides  though  they  are  dust, 
And  o'er  their  crumbling  bodies  stands, 

Whose  souls  inhabit  now — I  trust, 
A  house  not  built  of  hands. 

But  I  within  this  house  sublime, 
That  dead  and  dusty  hands  have  made, 

Feel  all  the  spell  of  ancient  Time 
Upon  my  spirit  laid. 

What  blessed  feet  have  trod  these  aisles 
To  holy  music  slow,  and  sweet  ; 

The  air  is  wreathed  with  angel  smiles, 
And  unseen  forms  repeat 

Their  Aves  and  Marias  set 

In  plaintive  sixths,  and  minor  key, 

With  full-drawn  stops  of  flageolet, 
And  strings  in  harmony. 

What  graceful  heads,  what  lovely  eyes 
Have  cast  them  down,  or  gazed  above, 

Filled  full  of  holy  ecstasies, 
And  all  adoring  love. 
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THOUGHTS   IN   A   CATHEDRAL 

The  air  breathes  odours  far,  and  faint, 
As  from  the  garments  pure,  and  white, 

Of  some  unspotted,  virgin  saint 
Who  looks  with  first  delight 

Upon  the  place  she  elects  to  make 
Her  world,  her  joy,  her  earthly  home, 

Nor  cares  a  brighter  path  to  take, 
Nor  wider  ways  to  roam. 

Or  one  maybe  with  wilder  heart 
To  this  majestic  silence  came, 

And  in  her  bosom  hid  apart 
A  secret  load  of  shame. 

Yet  found  within  the  cloistered  years, 
A  tender  spring  of  comfort  grow, 

To  fall  upon  her  inward  tears, 
And  make  them  rise  and  flow. 

This  place  is  paved  with  holy  thought, 
And  roofed  with  the  ascending  prayer, 

Of  those  who  held  the  world  as  naught, 
And  laid  their  treasure  here  : 
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THOUGHTS   IN   A  CATHEDRAL 

Who  thought  it  joy  enough  to  spend 
Their  lives  within  this  sacred  shade, 

And  pressed  towards  their  journey's  end 
With  feet  that  never  strayed. 

Who  sang  with  voices  sweet,  and  strong, 
The  anthems  that  could  never  tire, 

And  passed  to  the  eternal  song 
Of  the  celestial  choir. 

My  soul  is  touched  to  far-off  things, 
The  spirits  of  the  Pure  arise, 

And  stand  about  with  folded  wings 
And  mild  seraphic  eyes. 

And  from  the  shadowy  organ  loft — 
Awakened  by  an  unseen  hand — 

A  single  note  comes  low,  and  soft, 
Then  swells  to  full  command 

Of  all  the  white  and  trembling  keys, 
Beyond  what  mortal  hands  may  know, 

The  unimagined  harmonies 
That  angel  trumpets  blow. 
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THOUGHTS   IN   A   CATHEDRAL 

Almost  I  dream  the  gorgeous  dreams 
That  kiss  the  eyelids  of  the  Blest, 

By  deep,  far-off,  eternal  streams, 
In  windless  fields  at  rest. 

Almost  I  know  the  calm,  sweet  peace, 
That  from  these  ancient  walls  was  thrown 

On  those  who  are  where  sorrows  cease 
And  weeping  is  not  known. 


ENCHANTMENT 

IF  you  will  close  your  eyes,  and  list 

To  one  who  has  been  fairy  kissed, 

I  will  enchant  you  with  a  tale 

Of  wanderings  in  those  regions  pale 

That  are  of  dreams,  those  twilight  lands 

Where  Fantasy  has  waved  her  hands, 

And  woven  a  mysterious  spell 

Elusive,  indefinable, 

That  is  not  of  the  day,  nor  night, 

But  of  enchantments  eerie  light. 

I  cannot  tell  you  how  I  came 

Into  those  lands,  that  have  no  name 

On  mortal  chart,  perchance  I  sank 

To  sleep  on  some  wild  moonlit  bank, 

And  dreamed  strange  dreams,  for  straight  I  found 

Myself  upon  enchanted  ground, 

Looking  from  lonely  mountains  on 

A  land  where  no  sun  ever  shone, 

But  with  its  phantom  fields  did  lie 

Beneath  a  wild  unholy  sky. 


ENCHANTMENT 

I  knew  it  by  the  ghostly  breeze 
That  shivered  in  the  spectral  trees, 
By  the  dread  absence  of  all  sound, 
The  mystery,  and  gloom  profound, 
By  the  wild  woods  that  rose  so  steep 
From  barren  waters,  dark  and  deep, 
By  a  strange  sense  of  evil  things 
In  lovely  shape,  imaginings 
Of  the  distempered  mind,  and  brain, 
With  fancy  fed,  of  terror  fain. 

My  path  wound  down  the  lone  hill-side 
Past  awful  caverns  yawning  wide, 
And  chasms  I  scarce  dared  to  leap — 
So  perpendicularly  deep  ; 
But  ever  one  seemed  standing  by 
That  urged  my  fearful  feet,  till  I 
Stood  with  overwearied  limbs  at  last 
By  a  lone  lake,  whose  waters  vast 
Lapped  mournfully  against  a  shore, 
Barren  and  bitter  evermore. 


ENCHANTMENT 

But  out  upon  that  joyless  lake 
I  heard  sweet  saddest  music  wake, 
On  low  deep  strings — a  melody 
That  ever  dying  did  not  die, 
But  did  with  many  a  change  repeat 
One  lovely  movement,  wild,  and  sweet, 
And  still  above  each  sobbing  string 
I  heard  a  voice  of  rapture  sing, 
And  rise,  and  fall,  and  rise  again, 
Sweet  with  the  all  of  passion's  pain. 

And  at  the  sound  I  joyed  to  note 
Cast  on  the  shore,  a  little  boat, 
The  frailest  thing  I  e'er  beheld, 
With  rotting  timbers  black  with  eld, 
That  creaked  beneath  my  eager  tread ; 
And  out  across  those  waters  dread 
I  rowed,  as  one  that  had  no  choice 
But  to  come  near  that  wandering  voice, 
And  haply  for  a  moment  gaze 
With  love  upon  the  singer's  face. 
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ENCHANTMENT 

And  still  across  those  waters  drear 
The  music  sounded,  wild,  and  clear, 
And  still  it  lured  my  soul  astray 
With  siren  sweetness  far'away, 
Wreathing  white  arms  of  loveliness, 
And  combing  many  a  golden  tress, 
But  vainly  I  pursued,  no  boat 
Appeared,  and  soon  the  steep,  remote, 
Wild  woods  that  crowned  the  further  side 
Rose  up,  and  then  the  music  died. 


The  silence  was  as  deep  as  doom, 

But  wan  lights  flickered  through  the  gloom, 

Will-o'-the-wisps  that  made  me  shrink 

To  step  upon  the  yielding  brink, 

But  ever  a  wild  hope  urged  me  on, 

And  now  the  lonely  lake  was  gone, 

And  with  affrighted  heart  I  stood 

Before  a  solitary  wood, 

With  paths  of  dim,  uncertain  light, 

More  ghostly  than  the  dark  of  night. 


ENCHANTMENT 

I  knew  it  was  a  haunted  place, 
Or  ever  I  had  gone  a  pace 
Within  its  silence,  doubt,  and  fear 
Looked  out  from  every  shadow  there, 
And  faintly  seen,  the  lurid  sky 
Seemed  watching  with  an  evil  eye  ; 
Methought  the  trees  were  sentient  things, 
They  sighed  so  deep — strange  whisperings 
Of  human  sound,  no  wind  could  make, 
Full  of  unrest,  and  passion  ache. 

Methought  with  me  the  viewless  hosts 

Of  lost  souls  walked — poor  wandering  ghosts, 

The  spirits  of  unhappy  men, 

Enticed  adown  that  savage  glen 

By  Lust's  false  face,  and  fatal  eye, 

And  doomed  a  shameful  death  to  die, 

For  every  step  was  made  with  dread, 

Backwards  I  dared  not  turn  my  head, 

Afraid  some  dreadful  shape  to  see 

With  silent  footsteps  following  me. 
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I  paused,  within  a  deeper  shade 

Of  interwreathed  branches  made, 

When  once  again,  more  sweetly  clear, 

The  music  broke  upon  my  ear, 

And  once  again  it  did  repeat 

With  many  a  change  one  movement  sweet, 

And  still  above  each  sobbing  string 

I  heard  a  voice  of  rapture  sing, 

Falling  upon  the  silence  grey, 

With  dying  sweetness  far  away. 

And  as  I  heard,  I  did  forget 
All  fear,  all  sorrow,  all  regret ; 
It  seemed  as  though  the  dew  of  dreams 
Were  poured  upon  my  heart  in  streams  ; 
As  though  in  some  star-vaulted  place 
I  looked  on  Love's  uncovered  grace, 
As  though  with  her  I  lay  on  flowers, 
Unmindful  of  the  falling  hours, 
Away  upon  some  island  shore, 
With  low  waves  sounding  evermore. 


ENCHANTMENT 

Entranced  I  did  the  sound  pursue, 
When  suddenly  there  rose  in  view, 
All  in  a  wide  and  open  space, 
The  towers  of  an  enchanted  place 
(Or  so  to  me  it  did  appear) 
Arisen  on  the  astonished  air, 
With  walls  of  unsubstantial  stone, 
And  portals  made  of  gloom  alone, 
A  thing  of  floating  cloud  and  mist, 
A  fell  unholy  place  I  wist. 

But  from  an  open  window  wide, 
A  lovely  face  looked  out,  dark-eyed, 
And  pale,  with  lips  that  sang,  and  oh ! 
It  was  as  though  Love  drew  a  bow 
Across  the  heart's  wild  strings,  and  found 
The  very  ecstasy  of  sound, 
As  though  he  on  the  brain  did  pour 
A  sweetness  never  dreamed  before, 
As  though  he  kissed  each  liquid  note 
Which  flew  from  that  entrancing  throat. 
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Her  curling  hair  she  had  unrolled 
To  all  its  length  of  rippling  gold, 
And  weaved  she  at  a  fairy  loom, 
Her  white  hands  flashing  in  the  gloom. 
And  as  she  sang  I  drew  more  near, 
Her  glances  so  alluring  were  ; 
She  was  indeed  the  heart's  delight, 
With  rounded  arms  uncovered  quite, 
And  fragrant  bosom  all  confest 
Beneath  its  frail  transparent  vest ; 

She  sang  to  one  that  touched  the  strings 

To  dreams  and  sweet  illusive  things, 

Which  led  me  with  enchanting  hands, 

Through  Mystery's  forbidden  lands ; 

I  had  forgotten  that  I  stood 

Alone  within  a  haunted  wood, 

I  had  forgotten  the  lone  hour 

That  gave  me  to  the  Tempter's  power, 

In  sooth  I  had  forgotten  all 

Save  her  that  had  my  heart  in  thrall. 


ENCHANTMENT 

She  fixed  me  with  her  fatal  eye, 
Where  love  and  longing  seemed  to  lie, 
And  from  the  open  window  leant 
In  beautiful  abandonment, 
Leaving  her  loom,  her  two  hands  prest 
Against  her  soft  and  heaving  breast, 
As  though  to  still  her  beating  heart, 
Her  sweet  mouth  mute,  with  lips  apart, 
And  invitation  in  each  glance 
More  sweet  than  spoken  utterance. 

I  passed  within  those  floating  walls, 

Alone  I  paced  the  haunted  halls, 

I  climbed  up  many  a  misty  stair, 

But  darkness  only  found  I  there, 

Darkness,  and  fearful  groans,  and  cries, 

And  noisome  odours  did  arise, 

And  foul  things  touched  me,  crawling  things 

With  clammy  flesh — and  whirling  wings 

Went  ever  by  with  horrid  din, 

Bearing  some  evil  shape  of  sin. 
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But  never  found  I  in  the  gloom 

The  doors  of  that  enchanted  room, 

Whence  looked  with  perilous  eyes,  and  sweet, 

The  face  that  made  my  pulses  beat, 

But  once  a  horrid  laugh  I  heard, 

That  all  my  soul  with  terror  stirred, 

And  once  there  gleamed  a  lurid  light 

That  gave  strange  visions  to  my  sight — 

Grim  skeletons,  and  hideous  hags 

With  leprous  limbs,  and  rotting  rags. 

I  cannot  tell  how  I  found  grace 
To  fly  from  that  accursed  place, 
Perchance  I  breathed  aloud  a  prayer 
Dissolving  those  foul  clouds  of  air, 
For  like  a  dream  I  saw  them  fade 
Those  towers  of  floating  vapours  made, 
And  like  a  spell  they  passed  away 
Into  the  distance,  dim,  and  grey, 
Leaving  no  trace  that  might  be  seen, 
Of  where  their  phantom  walls  had  been. 


93 


ENCHANTMENT 

I  know  not  if  they  are  but  dreams 
These  wandering  visions,  but  meseems 
That  somewhere  do  in  sooth  exist 
Those  ghostly  towers  of  floating  mist, 
That  lake  on  whose  lone  shore  I  stood, 
That  dark  and  solitary  wood, 
That  there  is  many  a  haunted  place 
Where  Evil  wears  an  angel  face, 
That  under  far-off  fairy  skies 
A  land  of  wild  enchantment  lies. 
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THE  LAND  OF  LONG  AGO 

THE  land  of  long  ago, 
Where  happy  hours  sleep, 
Where  dreamy  waters  glide 
With  stately  flow  and  deep, 
Where  fadeless  roses  blow, 
And  love  sits  azure-eyed. 

There  comes  no  frost  nor  snow, 
But  balmy  breezes  sweep 
O'er  gardens  fair  and  wide, 
And  slow  the  waters  creep 
Through  blossoms  bending  low 
Above  the  charmed  tide. 

How  sweet  to  rise  and  go 
From  ways  where  mortals  weep, 
From  love  so  long  denied 
To  dreams  that  roses  heap, 
Where  languid  rivers  flow, 
And  golden  days  abide. 
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WILL  you  come  to  the  vale  where  the  nightingales  pair, 
To  the  deep  leafy  dale  where  the  bluebells  abound  ? 
Where  the  spring  has  let  loose  all  her  beautiful  hair, 
In  a  place  of  cool  waters,  and  infinite  air, 

In  a  glade  of  green  shadow  and  musical  sound. 

There  the  thickets  are  white  with  the  blossoms  of  May, 
And  the  faint  airs  are  fanned  with  the  wings  of  the 

dove, 

And  the  noise  of  the  world  never  comes,  but  the  day 
Passes  slowly,  and  softly,  and  sweetly  away 

In  the  valley  of  dreams,  and  the  kingdom  of  love. 

We  will  sit  on  the  banks  of  the  crystalline  stream 
With  a  whisper  of  leaves,  and  a  murmur  of  bees, 

And  your  eye  shall  grow  languid  and  deep  with  the 
dream 

Of  the  scent,  and  the  song,  and  the  glint,  and  the  gleam, 
That  fall  from  the  boughs  of  the  blossoming  trees. 


AN   INVOCATION 

We  will  lie  in  the  arms  of  the  languorous  noon, 

And  the  day  shall  go  out  with  a  rapture  of  sight, 
But  our  steps  shall  not  turn  from  their  Eden  so  soon, 
We  will  wander  away  by  the  light  of  the  moon 
Through  the  meadows  of  sleep,   and  the  woods 
of  delight. 
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DRINK  not  of  twilight's  faery  spell, 

Lest  in  your  heart  it  be  not  well  ; 

For  from  the  day,  and  from  the  hour 

You  yield  to  its  mysterious  power, 

Your  eyes  will  wear  the  enchanted  veil 

Of  dreams,  and  your  bright  cheek  grow  pale  ; 

And  you  shall  muse  on  fearful  things 

That  mock  our  weak  imaginings — 

On  haunted  hills,  and  ghostly  seas, 

On  woods  with  human-speaking  trees, 

On  castles  risen  in  empty  air, 

And  perilous  faces  strangely  fair. 

I  saw  a  sombre  mountain  rise 

In  the  wan  depths  of  twilight  skies, 

Towering  with  heights  of  phantom  pine 

Athwart  the  horizon's  azure  line, 

Its  peaks  were  wildly  dark  and  cold, 

Its  base  was  lapped  with  molten  gold, 
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Away  it  stretched  into  the  mist 
Of  the  day's  dying  amethyst, 
Majestic,  vast,  and  threatening, 
A  living  form,  a  sentient  thing 
That  seemed  to  wear  the  very  gloom 
Of  the  whole  world's  impending  doom. 

And  now  no  more  I  pause,  and  gaze 
Upon  the  summer's  flowering  ways, 
For  I  am  drunk  with  whirling  dreams 
And  witched  with  Twilight's  fevered  beams, 
And  so  I  haunt  the  cloudy  vales 
Where  sing  no  sweet-voiced  nightingales, 
The  pathless  fields,  and  forests  lone 
Where  melancholy  winds  make  moan, 
And  from  the  waste  of  seas  forlorn 
Wild  music  to  my  ears  is  borne, 
And  voices  call  along  the  shore, 
And  them  I  follow  evermore. 
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NATURA  DIVINA 

WHEN  I  this  glorious  world  behold, 
With  all  its  wonders  manifold, 
I  lose  myself  in  depths  of  thought 
To  see  it  so  divinely  wrought — 
The  earth,  and  sea,  the  moon,  and  sun, 
The  seasons  that  in  order  run, 
Each  separate  perfect  thing  that  grows, 
The  giant  dak,  the  lovely  rose, 
The  little  flowers  that  clothe  the  field, 
The  sweets  that  spring  and  summer  yield. 

Yet,  ah  !  that  God  had  moulded  man 

On  Nature's  pure  and  perfect  plan, 

And  given  him  such  sinless  hours 

As  dwell  among  the  trees  and  flowers  ; 

Of  wayward  human  passion  less, 

And  more  of  Spirit  loveliness  ; 

A  firmer  heart,  a  stronger  will 

Against  the  influence  of  ill, 

With  strength  to  live,  and  faith  to  die 

As  unto  Immortality. 
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FAR  AWAY 

FOR  the  dream-woven  stillness  of  woods  enchanted, 
For  the  wide  green  silence  and  moss-grown  ways, 

For   the  fields  that  the   birds  and   the  winds  have 
planted, 

For  the  running  of  brooks  and  the  vales  bee-haunted, 
Oh,  for  a  breath  of  those  loved  lost  days  ! 

For  my  heart  has  grown  sick,  and  my  spirit  weary 

Of  the  long  grey  street,  and  the  world's  dull  roar  ; 
I  would  wander  away  to  the  realms  of  faery, 
Where  the  twilights  are  wild,  and  the  wind   sounds 

eerie, 
Blowing  across  from  some  phantom  shore. 

There's  a  thirst  in  my  soul  for  the  fair  free  spaces 

Of  infinite  distance  ;  I  fain  would  be 
In  the  merciful  shadow  of  leafy  places, 
In  the  pathways  remembered  of  youth's  bright  faces, 

So  long  forsaken  and  lost  to  me. 
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For  I  know  that  the  wild  red  roses  are  blowing 

In  the  lanes  and  meadows  beloved  of  yore  ; 
And  I  know  that  the  rivers  are  flowing,  flowing 
Through  the  valleys  of  peace,  and  I  would  be  going 
Out  from  the  dust,  to  return  no  more. 
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THE  HILLS 

THE  far  hills  stretch  along  the  West, 
Wild  wooded  hills  with  summer  drest, 
And  lovely  valleys  lie  between. 
Lone  hills  where  I  have  never  been ! 
Nor  ever  seen  with  outward  eye 
The  glories  that  beyond  them  lie, 
But  walked  apart,  and  let  them  be 
A  wonder  and  a  dream  to  me, 
A  land  of  Paradisal  grace, 
A  brighter  world,  a  fairy  place. 

For  there  with  her  diviner  sight 
Imagination  spreads  delight, 
And  decks  with  fair  and  fragrant  flowers 
The  march  of  the  unclouded  hours  ; 
And  there  I  walk  with  golden  days 

103 


THE   HILLS 

Along  the  unfrequented  ways, 
And  in  imagined  beauty  find 
An  ecstasy  of  heart  and  mind, 
An  inner  grace,  a  lasting  joy, 
No  outward  vision  shall  destroy. 

But  here,  with  weary  feet  I  climb 
The  steep  and  stony  hills  of  Time, 
Nor  know  to  what  serener  view  - 
My  halting  footsteps  press  unto ; 
I  cannot  see  the  hidden  height 
That  towers  above  me  into  night. 
But  past  the  darkness  far  away 
I  wis  there  shines  unending  day, 
And  on  the  further  side  doth  lie 
The  Garden  of  Eternity. 
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FROM  WORLDS  ENCHANTED 

I  THOUGHT  when  I  saw  you,  the  light  streaming  o'er 

you, 

As  you  stood  pale  and  proud,  aloof  from  the  crowd 
Of  the  flushed  women  dancing,  your  dark  eyes  down 

glancing, 
How  lovely  you  were,  with  your  far-off  air, 

And  your  chill  reposes, 
With  your  violet  hair, 
And  your  perilous  roses. 

And  the  strings  were  dying  with  a  human  crying, 
And  my  heart  was  wrought  to  a  twilight  thought 
Of  the  lovely  faces  in  faery  places 
That  gleam  pale  and  cold,  in  the  forests  old 

Of  a  world  enchanted, 
Or  with  beauty  unfold 
At  windows  haunted. 


FROM   WORLDS    ENCHANTED 

And  I  paused  as  I  passed  you,  bewitched,  and  at  last 

you 
Looked  up  from  your  trance,  and  the  spell  of  your 

glance 

Was  as  though  the  sadness  of  love  and  its  madness 
Had  come  to  me  there  with  your  haunting  air, 

And  your  chill  reposes, 
With  the  scent  of  your  hair, 
And  your  perilous  roses. 

And  I  watched  you  going,  your  white  robes  flowing, 
And  you  passed  through  the  door,  and  nevermore 
Have  I  met  your  glances,  for  your  light  step  dances 
By  shadowy  streams,  in  a  world  of  dreams, 

In  a  place  enchanted,  • 
Where  the  moonlight  gleams 
Upon  castles  haunted. 
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THE  ENCHANTRESS 

WHEN  I  behold  thee  at  ease  reclining, 

Thy  limbs  in  lovely  curves  entwining, 

I  think  of  her,  of  the  fair  Nile  woman, 

Of  her  who  was  made  more  snake  than  human, 

With  her  sinuous  grace,  and  fell  fair  face 

Of  the  cruel  eyes,  and  I  strive  to  rise, 

For  I  fear  the  power 

Of  thy  sweet  perfumed  twilight  hour, 

When  the  grey  dusk  is  falling  slowly — 

A  mystic  twilight,  dim,  unholy. 

It  is  so  still  in  thy  shut  chamber, 

With  only  the  fire's  failing  amber 

Fighting  the  darkness,  while  still  thou  wreathest 

Thy  limbs  in  lovely  lines,  and  breathest 

An  air  of  roses,  of  faint  sweet  roses, 


107 


THE   ENCHANTRESS 

And  thy  hair  spreads  night  on  the  pillows  white, 
On  the  silken  pillows, 

That  fall  about  thy  face  in  billows, 

And  thy  dark  eyes  are  dreaming,  dreaming, 
Between  their  curled  lashes  gleaming. 

I  breathe  thy  bosom's  languid  lilies — 

Ah  me !  how  dark,  how  strange,  how  still  is 

Thy  curtained  chamber  ;  the  light  is  dying, 

And  thou  in  lines  of  joy  art  lying, 

And  my  pulses  stir,  but  I  think  of  her, 

Of  the  fair  Nile  woman,  more  snake  than  human, 

And  her  Roman  lover, 
And  with  the  thought  the  spell  is  over — 

The  spell  of  thy  voluptuous  poses, 

Thy  snaky  hair,  and  cruel  roses. 
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TO   NATURE 


WHEN  I  review  the  past  scenes  of  my  life,1 

Its  various  thoughts  and  moods,  it  seems  that  I 

Have  lived  not  one,  but  many  lives  since  first 

The  conscious  I  awoke  in  me.    And  yet, 

Though  I  have  suffered  change  since  childhood's  days, 

Grievous  and  sad,  one  mood  has  never  changed — 

My  love  for  Thee,  O  Nature,  but  has  grown 

More  strong  and  deep.     I  loved  Thee  as  a  boy 

When  light  of  heart  and  foot  I  used  to  run 

Upon  thy  hills,  or  wander  through  thy  woods, 

Or  paddle  in  thy  brooks  ;  I  loved  Thee  as 

The  heart  loves  home.     For  every  thought  of  home 

Began  in  Thee — the  old  house  in  the  fields 

With  roses  twined,  and  the  beloved  face 

That  smiled  upon  me  in  my  early  walks, 


109 


TO   NATURE 

— My  mother's  face  that  smiles  on  me  no  more — 

And  the  green  hedgerows  where  the  wild  birds  built, 

And  the  clear  brook  where  leapt  the  speckled  trout ; 

These  were  my  happiness.    There  came  a  time 

When  I  forsook  these  joys  for  baser  things, 

And  turned  aside  from  thy  most  quiet  ways 

In  mad  pursuit  of  pleasure,  when  I  walked 

The  perilous  paths  of  cities,  and  there  lost 

The  heart  of  innocence.     Not  as  I  went 

Returned  I  to  the  arms  of  my  first  love, 

Not  what  I  was,  a  weight  lay  on  my  soul. 

But  I  returned,  and  with  a  deeper  love 

Born  of  that  dark  experience  of  sin, 

And  human  wickedness,  contrasting  them 

With  Thee  that  sinnest  not,  and  canst  not  lie. 

And  as  I  wandered  with  that  sadder  heart 

In  thy  fair  places,  feeling  God's  reproach 

Even  in  the  humblest  flower  He  hath  made, 

A  voice  awoke  in  me,  the  voice  of  song. 

And  passion  seized  me,  caught  of  the  wind's  breath, 

And  the  brook's  music,  and  the  star's  pale  fire, 

And  the  sun's  glory,  and  the  grace  of  flowers. 
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For  now  their  beauty  touched  a  deeper  note 

Than  when  they  soothed  the  ear,  and  charmed  the  eye, 

But  left  the  spirit  passionless.     It  seemed 

That  I  had  gone  blindfold  and  deaf  till  then, 

Missing  the  deep  significance  that  lies 

Beneath  thy  beauty.     'Twas  a  lovely  mood, 

That  inner  ecstasy  with  which  I  walked, 

Informing  the  green  earth,  and  the  blue  sky 

With  hues  celestial,  finding  a  grace 

In  common  things,  and  feeling  God  in  all. 

That  mood  passed  too,  that  blessed  frame  of  mind 

Which  from  thy  beauty  drew  its  happiness, 

And  all  its  inspiration.    I  had  yet 

A  bitter  lesson  of  my  heart  to  learn, 

How  even  thy  beauty,  Nature,  may  become 

A  thing  of  sorrow,  when  a  woman's  face 

Looks  with  thine  eyes,  and  whispers  with  thy  voice, 

Breathes  with  thy  perfumes,  wears  thy  golden  grace, 

And  with  the  wraith  of  vanished  happiness 

Haunts  thy    deep    woods,   thy    meadows,    and    thy 

streams. 
For  Love  came  to  me  in  my  lonely  walks 
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In  fairest  shape  of  human  flesh.    At  first 

I  walked  in  Paradise — the  deep  skies  caught 

The  very  hue  of  Heaven  from  the  eyes 

Of  her  I  loved  ;  the  summer  woods  and  fields 

Were  fairer  for  her  beauty ;  she  endeared 

The  trees,  and  flowers,  even  the  rocks  and  stones 

With  her  sweet  presence,  giving  warmth  and  colour 

To  things  that  in  themselves  possessed  no  grace. 

So  grew  she  in  my  heart,  her  lineaments 

Were  cut  into  the  landscape  with  deep  lines 

Of  Thine  engraving,  not  to  be  erased. 

A  fleeting  dream,  then  I  awoke,  and  found 

The  face  of  Joy  but  Sorrow  in  disguise. 

For  she  I  loved  had  gone,  not  to  return, 

Leaving  a  heart  of  bitterness  behind. 

Nor  had  she  robbed  me  of  herself  alone 

But  of  thy  comfort,  Nature,  she  had  taken 

That  which  had  never  failed  me  in  my  griefs. 

In  that  most  needful  hour  I  stood  alone — 

Thy  face  a  blank  with  calm,  unpitying  eyes, 

Nor  felt  I  God  as  once  in  Thee — alas ! 

In  that  dark  hour  I  said — there  is  no  God  ! 
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There  came  a  time  when  fuller  consciousness 

Of  my  great  grief  awoke — oh,  what  a  flood 

Of  poignant  memories  o'erflowed  from  Thee  ! — 

Cruel  remembrancer  of  happier  days ! 

Long  was  it  ere  my  haunted  eyes  could  brook 

Wild  roses,  and  the  foxgloves'  purple  barbs 

Struck  poison  to  my  heart ;  I  dared  not  walk 

The  hills  for  fear  the  gorse  might  be  in  bloom  ; 

And  there  were  voices  in  the  woodland  stream 

That  if  I  listened  filled  my  soul  with  tears. 

Yet  I  had  comfort,  though  I  knew  it  not. 

For  I  had  still  the  singer's  heart,  I  set 

My  songs  to  sadder  music — autumn  songs, 

Dipped  in  the  blood  of  roses  ;  I  gave  voice 

To  the  wind's  weariness,  and  half  forgot 

My  sorrow  in  creation's  joy,  I  found 

In  poetry  what  I  had  lost  in  Thee. 

What  had  I  lost  ?     Ungrateful !  when  I  looked 

On  these  my  songs  in  after  years,  I  saw 

Their  bloom  was  thine,  their  breath  and  beauty  thine, 

And  mine  their  bitterness.     We  write  our  moods 

On  thy  fair  brow,  and  say  that  Thou  art  changed, 
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Who  never  changest.     'Tis  the  heart  that  changes, 

The  fickle  human  heart ;  we  call  Thee  cruel 

Who  are  so  cruel  to  ourselves,  we  dwell 

In  Paradise,  and  call  its  beauty  hell. 

And  now  that  to  my  heart  Thou  hast  returned 

With  somewhat  of  its  peace,  and  I  can  view 

These  scenes  unmoved,  or  with  that  thoughtful  eye 

Which  gives  its  hue  to  Beauty,  I  rejoice 

That  in  my  youth  I  learned  to  look  on  Thee 

With  love  and  adoration,  that  I  took 

Thee  as  the  inspiration  for  my  song, 

And  seeking  Truth  in  Thee,  found  also  God. 

For  when  Love  failed  me,  Thou  didst  not  fail, 

But  lent'st  a  sweetness  to  my  songs  that  else 

Had  died  untimely  ;  and  when  the  dark  clouds 

Of  unbelief  lay  heavy  on  my  soul, 

Born  of  its  wretchedness,  Thou  didst  disperse 

Their  threatening  gloom  with  rays  of  inner  light 

Caught  from  thy  loveliness,  and  brought'st  me  back 

To  first  beliefs  which  also  are  the  best. 

And  much  I  thank  Thee  that  I  never  walked 

In  the  false  light  of  science,  that  beguiles 
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The  mind  to  unbelief  ;  from  first  till  last 

I  love  Thee  as  a  poet,  viewing  not 

Thy  beauty  with  a  microscopic  eye, 

Nor  putting  it  to  any  baser  use 

Than  to  enlarge  my  spiritual  sight, 

And  teach  me  reverence  and  love  for  Him  — 

The  great  Creator  of  this  wondrous  world, 

Whose  work  Thou  art,  whose  work  I  also  am. 

And  Thou  hast  taught  me  sweet  humility, 

And  patience,  learned  from  many  a  lovely  scene, 

And  nightly  watching  of  the  quiet  stars  ; 

And  not  to  vex  my  mind  with  idle  thoughts 

And  questionings  of  what  I  was  or  am, 

Or  yet  shall  be,  but  putting  doubt  aside, 

To  see  my  soul's  eternity  in  Thee. 

And  Thou  hast  taught  me  human  kindness  too, 

Of  thy  great     depth,  and    breadth,  and    width,  and 

height, 

Not  with  false  pride  to  view  my  fellow  man, 
Fallen  in  folly  and  contempt  of  God, 
But  tenderest  pity ;  not  to  cherish  hate, 
Forgiving  trespass  with  that  larger  heart, 
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Which  blessing  others,  blesses  too  itself. 
So  hast  Thou  been  a  light  upon  my  way, 
A  music  in  my  heart,  amid  the  thorns 
And  discords  of  this  inharmonious  world, 
Joy  of  my  youth,  and  solace  of  mine  age. 
Nor  dost  Thou  lack  a  last  most  kindly  use, 
A  covering  and  a  pillow  for  my  head, 
When  on  thy  gentle  breast  I  fall  asleep. 
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I  SHALL  never  wed  with  flesh,  I  shall  never  ask  of 

woman 

To  make  a  home  of  love,  a  dwelling  of  delight ; 
For  I  have  no  heart's  desire  towards  the  beauty  that 

is  human — 
Bodiless  as  joy  are  the  dreams  that  come  at  night. 

I  shall  never  call  one  son,  nor  the  fair  sweet  name  of 

daughter, 
For  I  live  with  dreams,  and  of  them   I   make  my 

home, 
And  my  kindred  are  the  clouds,  and  the  wind,  and  the 

wild  water, 

The  sunlight,  the  starlight,  the  shadows,  and  the 
gloam. 
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For  they  are  a  part  of  me,  in  my  blood  I  hear  them 

crying, 

And  I  know  no  rest,  by  noon,  or  night,  or  day, 
When  I  think  of  the  white  hills  in  their  lonely  silence 

lying, 
And  listen  to  the  call  of  waters  far  away. 

And  I  look  towards  the  day  when  our  home  shall  be 

together, 
When   my  voice  shall  sound  in  the  music  of  the 

rills, 
When  my  soul  shall  be  a  breath  of  the  golden  summer 

weather, 
And  my  heart  a  pulse  of  the  peace  upon  the  hills. 
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A  HAND  upon  the  harp  of  time, 

That  strives  to  make  its  music  chime 

With  those  unspoken  words  that  be 

The  voice  of  Immortality; 

That  touches  its  harsh  broken  strings 

To  pure,  unseen,  eternal  things, 

That  with  ecstatic  fingers  strows 

A  blossom  fairer  than  the  rose, 

That  brings  the  dreams  which  are  divine, 

I  would  that  such  a  touch  were  mine  ! 

For  not  with  mortal  griefs  and  joys 
My  mind  its  deepest  thoughts  employs, 
But  strives  each  human  note  to  dress 
With  some  ethereal  loveliness ; 
To  strike  a  chord  however  slight 
Of  the  bewildering  Infinite, 
Upon  the  world  to  shed  a  ray 
From  some  far-off  diviner  day, 
To  sprinkle  on  the  trees  and  flowers 
The  dews  of  the  celestial  hours. 
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For  oh,  how  small,  how  mean  appears 
The  tale  of  these  few  fleeting  years, 
Whose  wealth,  and  fame,  and  beauty  must 
Come  to  the  dark  dishonouring  dust ; 
I  have  a  deeper  dream  than  this, 
In  worlds  of  everlasting  bliss, 
In  azure  fields  where  fadeless  blows 
The  crimson  sweetness  of  the  rose, 
On  golden  shores  where  tideless  lie 
The  waters  of  Eternity. 

And  yet,  albeit  I  do  but  sing 
My  songs  to  one  unchanging  string, 
It  has  a  range  beyond  my  might  — 
The  grandeur  of  the  Infinite, 
That  ever  soaring  high  and  higher, 
Leaves  me  without  my  heart's  desire. 
Ah  !  could  I  reach  that  golden  note 
That  still  beyond  my  dreams  doth  float, 
Such  sweetness  from  my  lips  would  flow, 
As  all  the  world  should  hear  and  know. 
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